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in a gay world, for Paris was wild with celebration. Every inch was covered with cheering, shouting humanity. The sidewalks, the buildings, even the stately horse-chestnut trees were peopled with men and boys perched like sparrows in their very tops. Roofs were filled, windows overflowed until one grew giddy trying to greet the bursts of welcome that came like the surging of untamed waters. Flowers rained upon us until we were nearly buried.
From the Place de la Concorde, our route took us past the beautiful Madeleine, and ended at the handsome palace of Prince Murat, 28 Rue de Monceau, which was to be our home in Paris. The property was one of the finest in the city and so private, with its great wall in front, broken by two large entrances, double doors looking solid and massive enough to defy an army. These were abutted by two gatehouses, through one of which a small door admitted tradesmen and servants, and was always attended from within by the concierge. Besides the gate-houses stood two blue and red sentry boxes; and the entire street was cut off and guarded by a detail of French soldiers.
On our approach the great street doors were thrown wide, and we swept up a semicircular drive to the steps of the palace. Extricating ourselves from the flowers, we entered the house. I found it charming in every way. On the lower floor were three formal drawing rooms, a lovely ballroom with a gleaming polished floor, tall mirrors between long French windows hung with flame-coloured brocade curtains, gilt benches and chairs. There was also a formal dining room, and a grand sweeping stairway that had a small entresol halfway up on which was located a sort of cabinet de travail^ or secretary's room.
The second floor had a broad central hall, with suites of rooms on either side, and a very comfortable library opposite an informal dining room, which we preferred to the big one below. On opposite sides of the hall were two enchanting suites for the President and me. On his side, one entered first